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ing the countess and Nevil, tore her to pieces. Even if she could have conspired with the earl to hoodwink his wife, her strong sense told her it would be fruitless, besides base. Father and daughter had to make the stand against Lord Eomfrey. He saw their departure from the castle gates, and kissed his hand to Cecilia, courteously, without a smile.
"He may well praise the countess, papa," said Cecilia, while they were looking back at the castle and the moveless flag that hung in folds by the mast above it. " Site has given me her promise to avoid questioning him and to accept his view of her duty. She said to me that if Nevil should die she ..."
Cecilia herself broke down, and gave way to sobs in her father's arms.
CHAPTEE XLIX
A FABEIC   OF  BAKONIAL  DESPOTISM   CRUMBLES
THE earl's precautions did duty night and day in all the avenues leading to the castle and his wife's apartments; and he could belr^te that he had undertaken as good a defence as the mountain guarding the fertile vale from storms: but him the elements pelted heavily. Letters from acquaintances of Nevil, from old shipmates and from queer political admirers and opponents, hailed on him; things not to be frigidly read were related of the fellow.
Lord Eomfrey's faith in the power of constitution to beat disease battled sturdily with the daily reports of his physician and friends, whom he had directed to visit the cottage on the common outside Bevisham, and with Miss Denham's intercepted letters to the countess. Still he had to calculate on the various injuries Nevil had done to his constitution, which had made of him another sort of man for a struggle of life and death than when he stood like a riddled flag through the war. That latest freak of the fellow's, the abandonment of our natural and wholesome sustenance in animal food, was to be taken in the